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MUSIC. 

THEODORE THOMAS. 

Wc forget how many years it is since Mr. Theodore Thomas, 
then known as a promising young violinist, began to attract the 
notice of musical connoisseurs by a series of excellent classical 
soiries, given in partnership with Mr. William Mason. Thomas 
was a lad of twelve years when he came to this city from his native 
Germany, and it was here that he received a great part of his mu- 
sical education. An American training is not apt to develop a very 
severe tastS in art ; but this young performer soon showed a knowl- 
edge and an appreciation of the highest forms of music which 
would have done honor to the training of any conser\'atory in 
Europe. He organized a string quartet with Mosenthal and 
Matzka and Bergner, and for several years the chamber-music 
soiries went on, to the great delight of a few cultivated enthusiasts, 
but without kindling much interest among the commonplace public 
who compose the average concert audience. Once a month, for 
several winters, we heard from this devoted band some of the lesser 
gems of composition in which the great masters used to delight. 
Generally they were well done, too, and in time the artists came to 
play with fine sympathy and spirit. Yet what dreary little concerts 
they were ! A handful of enthusiasts, most of whom came with 
comphmentary tickets, sat stiff and silent about the hall. Empty 
seats yawned dismally among them. Even the applause was cold 
and cheerless. When the enterprise was given up, four or five 
years ago, it dropped so quietly to the ground that hardly anybody 
noticed its fall. Then Mr. Thomas, who had ripened by this time 
into a conductor of no slight ability, tried us with symphonies. He 
had formed an orchestra, and drilled it, as well as orchestras could 
be drilled on the system then in vogue. The members played at 
dancing parties and military parades for a living, and five or six 
times a year came together for the performance of Beethoven, and 
Liszt, aftd Berlioz. If they gave the score correctly, and threw into 
their work a reasonable degree of spirit and expression, we owned 
ourselves well satisfied, and came away applauding. The symphony 
concerts were not very prosperous. Fashion had decreed that our 
best society should listen to symphonies nowhere except at the 
Philharmonic concerts ; and Mr. Thomas can hardly have done 
Jliuch more than meet his expenses. Meanwhile, however, he 
had been maturing the great project of his life, the creation of a 
permanent orchestra. It should be kept together from one end of 
the year to the other. It should never play except under his 
direction. It should neither waste its time nor spoil its hand by 
the execution of worthless and vulgar music. It should embrace 
the best artists in America, who should be well treated and well 
paid We know how rapidly and steadily, under his quiet perse- 
verance, this model band was built up. It began operations at the 
Terrace Garden six or seven years ago. There it played nightly 
all through the summer, and in the winter season went back to its 
old work of miscellaneous concerts and occasional symphonies! It 
was not until after its removal to more congenial quarters on the 
west side of the town that it gained fame enough to venture upon 
its annual tour through the provinces. The cultivated people who 
-stopped for a few moments at the Central Park Garden, to taste 
jces and listen to a little music on their way home from a ramble in 
our great pleasure ground, were not long in discovering that this 
was no common body of players, and that they played no common 
tunes In a little while the Garden was a favorite resort of ladies 
. and gentlemen, while connoisseurs made pilgrimages thither night 
. after n ight. Then the fame of Theodore Thomas went all over 
the land. Strangers visiting the metropolis made it a point to hear 
this celebrated orchestra before they went home. Critics began to 
compare it with its most renowned rivals, and it was even whispered 
in many quarters that it played better than the Philharmonic. 
When it began its excursions outside of New York, it found the 
whole country curious to hear it and prompt to give it welcome. 

And, indeed, it is a marvelously perfect organization, not only in 
Its composition but in its management. For half the year it has 
constant but not very fatiguing work in New York; for the other 
half It moves comfortably, in its special railway cars, with its special 
servants, from city to city, never making a long trip without rest, 
playing somewhere almost every night, and in the larger towns 
spending three or four days or even a week at a time. Life, for 
Ihese musicians, is therefore a perpetual round of rehearsals. 

It may be interesting to compare the composition of a few great 
orchestras, and we give, therefore, a table of the number and dis- 
tribution of instruments in Mr. Thomas's band, in Sir Michael 
Costa's orchestra at Drury Lane, during the season of 1871, and 
in the orchestra of the New York Philharmonic Society : 

Instruments. Thomas. Costa. PhUhar- 

monic. 

Violins 16 21 36 

Violas S 8 14 

Violoncellos 4 7 11 

1 Double Basses , 4 7 14 

Flutes 2 2 2 

Piccolo, I . . I 

Harp I I I 

Oboes 2 2 2 

Como Anglais i 

Clarionets 1.... 2 2 2 

Bassoons,. ... 2 2 2 

Horns, 4 4 4 

Trumpets, 2 2 3 

Trombones, 3 3 3 

Tuba I I I 

Kettle Drum, i i i . 

Side Drum ill 

Bass Drum i i i 

Cymbals : i i i 

Triangle : i i i 

Totals 55 67 loi 

It will be seen that the violins in Mr. Thomas's band are fewer in 
proportion than those of the Philharmonic orchestra ; but this infe- 
. nority in number is more than counterbalanced by their matchless 
perfection, of ensemble. The wonderfully pure intonation, precision 
of attack, and unity of coloring and spirit, give a force and brilliancy 
to the sixteen violins under Mr. Thomas, which the thirty-six under 
Mr. Bergmann have certainly never acquired. Moreover, Mr. 
Thomas does what other conductors in this country as a rule do 
not attempt; he insists upon unity in the bowing; all the up- 
strokes are taken together, all the down-strokes together. What a 



difference this makes, in the execution of delicate works, the mu- 
sician will at once understand. We have never appreciated more 
thoroughly the splendor of these violins than in the opening mea- 
sures of Gluck's " Iphigenia in Aulis" overture which they played 
at Steinway Hall last November. Their execution was so beautiful, 
in all the requirements of good violin playing — sweetness, strength, 
clearness, accuracy, and breadth of expression — that it was almost 
startling. Nor are the distinctive merits of this band solely in the 
violins. The delicacy and brightness of the reeds, and the round, 
rich, faultless tones of the brass are equally remarkable ; while the 
balance of the instruments, it seems to us, could hardly be im- 
proved. Mr. Thomas is one of the pleasantest of conductors to 
look upon. Quiet and self-possessed, he does not distract attention 
by extravagant gestures. He is enthusiastic, but not demonstra- 
tive ; quick and decided, but always calm. His temperament is 
rather cheerful, and his interpretation of a piece of music is 
generally vivacious rather than sentimental. If, for instance, there 
are two ways of giving a symphony, we may depend upon it that 
Mr. Thomas will choose the brighter. He is apt to take the tempo 
a trifle quicker than other conductors — he never takes it too slow. 
Mr. Bergmann may excel him in leading an orchestra through the 
delicate strains of reverie and melancholy music ; Mr. Thomas, 
though he never is led away into mere noise and vulgar displays of 
strength, exults rather in his vitality and masculine vigor. 

We should overlook one of the distinguishing merits of this noble 
young conductor if we neglected to speak of the programmes for 
which his concerts have become famous. Every year they grow 
richer and more striking. The trivialities of art have no place in 
them, save occasionally at those al fresco entertainments in the 
summer, when audiences are amused with Strauss in the intervals 
of claret-punch and ice-cream. But at the winter symphony con- 
certs nothing is given except the grandest works of the classical 
school and the most characteristic productions of the new genera- 
tion of writers. The new men rather predominate. This is not to 
our taste ; but we have other opportunities of hearing Mozart and 
Beethoven, while it is chiefly to Theodore Thomas that we are in- 
debted for a prompt knowledge of all that Liszt and Wagner are 
doing. Laugh, and shudder, and ya\vn, as some of us may, over 
the vagaries of this modem music, we cannot afford to ignore it ; 
what all the world listens to, we must grant a hearing; and even 
the most prejudiced must see that Wagnerism is making its way. 

THE OPERA. 

Madame Lucca and her more or less tuneful companions are 
traveling, while we write, from city to city, and if report speak the 
truth, their managers are not making a great deal of money. Indeed, 
we are assured that they made very little money in New York, the 
size of the audiences being greatly out of proportion to the pecu- 
niary transactions at the box office. This is not a result to be 
deplored except by the personal friends of Mr. Jarrett and Mr. 
Max Maretzek. It would have been a misfortune for art, and upon 
the whole a rather discreditable thing to the public, if an opera 
company, organized without a tenor, without a baritone, without a 
contralto, without a basso, without a chorus, had been financially 
successful. We trust such a venture may never be tempted here 
again. The troupe is coming back in February, the project of 
going to Havana being abandoned (if, indeed, it ever was seriously 
entertained) ; and if Mr. Maretzek has a regard for his own, for- 
tunes, he will try to strengthen it in some way before it again tries 
the patience of the metropolis. 

The Germans, meanwhile, have been trying opera with a com- 
pany rather better than the Teutonic average, and with much of 
that spirit, and respect for musical ensemble, which so often makes 
German opera tolerable even when it is very bad. A good, though 
of course not a great soprano, a fair tenor, a good bass, an indif- 
ferent-good contralto, and various extra members, are the chief 
ingredients in Madame Lichtmay's company. They tried their 
fortunes at first in a pretty little theatre up town, built in connec- 
tion with the Terrace Garden ; but, although there is a large Ger- 
man population in that part of the city, a mysterious and awful fate 
seems to have decided that German opera shall never prosper save 
in the gloomy labyrinths of the Stadt Theatre. 

VARIOUS CONCERTS. 

Of miscellaneous concerts the season has not been extraordinarily 
proUfic. The best have been those given by Mr. S. B. Mills and 
Dr. Leopold Damrosch, in Steinway's smaller hall, — a series of 
classical chamber-music soirees which have aroused a great deal of 
interest among cultivated listeners, though of. course they have 
offered few temptations to the profane. vulgar. Mr. Mills and Dr. 
Damrosch are, in the true sense of the word, artists. They are not 
merely masters of their respective instruments, but reverential 
students of the great masters of music, and sympathetic interpre- 
ters of their best legacies to the world. They have played long 
enough together to establish that close musical rapport essential to 
the proper delivery of chamber compositions, and they have had in 
these little concerts the co-operation of two or three worthy com- 
panions, notably Mr. Frederic Bergner and Mr. George Matzka. 
It would be difficult to find a quartet capable of handling the piano, 
violin, violoncello, and viola with a nicer finish and a nearer ap- 
proach to unity of spirit than these four gentlemen. The most 
accomplished of the vocalists who have taken part in the Mills and 
Damrosch concerts is Mdlle. Anna Drasdil, a contralto, who has 
made an enviable reputation in London. She has a voice of a 
curiously metallic and masculine quality, almost like a tenor : not 
rich, yet never harsh ; not sweet, yet pleasant, flexible, and sym- 
pathetic. Perhaps her rank as a vocalist was somewhat exaggerated 
in the first criticisms on her appearance. Her delivery is faulty, 
but the simplicity and pathos of her style are worthy of all praise. 

Mr. J. H. Bonawitz has been giving some " Saturday Popular 
Concerts " at Steinway Hall. Mr. Bonawitz is a good musician, and 
a worthy gentleman who apparently lacks the faculty of getting 
along, resembling therein a great many of the famous men of his 
profession, to whom Nature gave almost everything except prac- 
tical common sense. Mr. Bonawitz illustrated this deficiency by 
making up his popular entertainments with symphonies and similar 
abstruse works, miserably played by a poor orchestra. The pro- 
grammes were too good to suit the general public, and the exe- 
cution of them was too bad to suit connoisseurs. Consequently 
both classes staved awav. 



LITERATURE. 

Tun; impertinent English question of fifty years ago — Who reads 
an American book? recurs to us, in view of several recent works 
which purport to deal with American Literature, and suggests the 
pertinent question — Who wants to read American books, if what is 
now written of them is true ? We have had an impression hitherto 
that there was an American Literature, but the more we read about 
it, the less we believe it. If we read a few more such books as "A 
Manual of American Literature; a Text- Book for Schools and Col- 
leges," of which Profess'or John S. Hart, LL. D., is the compiler, 
and Messrs. Eldridge & Brothers, of Philadelphia, are the pub- 
lishers, we shall give it up altogether. We had occasion, a year 
ago, to notice "A Manual of English Literature," by the same 
writer, and felt obliged to censure some of its mistakes. It was not 
a bad book on the whole, for so many had gone over the ground it 
occupied, and had said their say concerning it, that Professor Hart 
had only to follow in their footsteps, and re-echo their opinions, 
and be safe. He set himself a harder task in his present work — a 
task for which he is every way unfitted. He has collected, we su|j- 
pose, a great many facts, such as they are, but some require verifi- 
cation, and more require correction. He is as inaccurate as Dr. 
AUibone, and more inaccurate than Dr. Griswold and the Brothers 
Duyckinck, to whose laborious volumes his performance bears 
about the relation that a Directory does to History. He has 
crowded it with names of no consequence, and, to make amends, 
has omitted names of importance. A name is a name to him ; of 
the man or woman behind it, and his or her work, he knows nothing. 
He IS incapable of taking the intellectual measure of the different 
authors of whom he writes, and he has no perception of the places 
they occupy in American Literature. Of what this Literature was 
in the beginning, what it is now, and whither it is drifting, he has 
either no conception, or has failed to make his conception com- 
prehensible. It is all a dreary muddle. We don't believe that it is 
really ; it only seems so now. When we shall have forgotten his 
bewildering multitude of petty literary facts, the few important 
facts of our Literature will group themselves clearly before us, and 
we shall understand them. Bryant and Longfellow and Whittier 
will then stand out from the choir of nameless singers who are 
named here and associated with them ; and Hawthorne and 
Emerson will rank considerably above the legion of contemporary 
prose scribblers. 

We had marked a number of passages for quotation and com- 
ment, but the game is not worth the candle. When a Professor 
of English Literature can write of anybody, as he does of Washing- 
ton, that he " was so immeasurably great in other respects, that 
it seems almost a profanation to speak of him as a writer," we can- 
not but feel that, in his case, the desire ofDogberryisaccomplished. 



As a rule, the average American has no great respect for the 
memory of his ancestors. They were, doubtless, good people in 
their way, but their way was not his. This is not the age of stage 
coaches and sloops, but the age of railroads and steamers. It is 
the age of great new cities and palatial mansions, not the age of 
little provincial towns and rambling old houses. Its type is not 
Boston, but New York and Chicago. Perhaps Boston is in fault, 
perhaps not. We confess, ourselves, to a liking for Boston. It is, 
in many respects, our ideal of a pleasant city ; not too large, though 
it is growing rapidly in all suburban directions, and not too new, 
except in the neighborhoods it has recently taken to itself. There is 
a flavor of antiquity about it which is delightful, especially about 
the State House and Beacon Street, and agreeable elsewhere — 
even at the North End, where people of the poorer sort reside. 
Great men have lived and died in Boston, and History has been 
made there. What this History was, and who these men were — 
in other words, what Boston was, and is, is the subject of a chatty 
volume, written by Mr. Samuel Adams Drake, and entitled " Old 
Landmarks and Historic Personages of Boston." (J. R. Osgood 
& Co.) The class of books to which it belongs is one which ought 
to be cultivated and enlarged' in this country. If the Englishman 
of to-day is proud of London and the men and women who have 
made it famous, the American of to-day ought to be proud of Boston. 
He ought to be proud of Philadelphia, and he ought to be proud 
of New York also ; for, strange as it may seem, gentlemen once 
walked its streets, with none to molest and make them afraid. But 
Boston is the city to excite enthusiasm in the antiquarian mind, and 
Mr. Drake is the man to direct it. He is thoroughly familiar with the 
ground he takes his readers over, as familiar with it as Leigh Hunt 
was with London ; and when we say that his book continually re- 
minds us of " The Town " of Hunt, we praise it highly. Its inter- 
est is of a more varied character than the interest that Hunt 
awakens, and if it be not the same, it is because Fleet Street, and 
Bolt Court, and Button's Coffee House, and Will's are not in Bos- 
ton ; and because Johnson, and Goldsmith, and Pope, and Dryden, 
and the rest of them, were unhappily not Bostonians ! Boston has 
had its poets and men of letters, however, and has them now, but 
they are not yet among the English Classics. The day will come, 
perhaps, when a pilgrimage to the home of Everett, or the house 
of Prescott, will be in order, as the day has come for pilgrimages to 
thehouses of Hawthorne, "The Wayside " and " The Old Manse, " 
in Concord, and the decaying old mansion in Raymond. Boston's 
belief in herself will not retard the time, and Mr. Drake's book will 
certainly advance it. It is thoroughly readable, and profusely 
illustrated. 



Nothing surpasses china in the way of household ornamentation, 
and nothing is rarer here. This may seem a paradox to those who 
drop in at the china stores of our great cities, but if they will stop 
long enough to ask themselves the question — Who among my 
acquaintances has a fine collection of china? and to answer it, 
they will probably find it is not one. We have china enough here, 
but it is not good. Why should it be when the majority of us have 
not learned to distinguish between the good and the bad ? We 
have heard, of course, of Dresden ware, and Sevres ware, and wc 
are beginning to see Palissy ware, and Majolica ware ; but we 
seem to have no settled taste in regard to the fictile and ceramic 
arts. Last year we took kindly to Wedgewood, say ; this year we 
run wild over Venetian glass; next year — but there is no telling 
what we shall like next year. It may be Japanese porcelain, which 
is admirable of its kind, or Chinese porcelain, which is not admirable. 



